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(Continued from Last Sunday's Times.)
SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS,

Dr, Amold Stagg, of New York, while visit-
ing his cousin, James Stagg, of Utica, district
attorney of Oneida county, rides into the coun-
try and is forced to marry Beatrice Forrest at
the pistol’s point by her uncles, who believed
she was eloping with him. He learns her father
is serving a life sentence for murder, and while
he tells his cousin of his forced marriage, word
is received that the girl's father has escaped.
Dr. Stagg decides to protect the girl and goes
to Parson Lee, her uncle, the cne who forced
him to marry her, for a certificate, While
there some one shoots the parson and Dr. Stagg
is locked up, suspected of the shooting. Later
the parson recovers and says the man who shot
him was attempting to shoot Dr. Stagg. The
parson’s statement exonerates Dr. Stagg, and
the detectives set to work to find a clue to the
man who shot Parson Lee. Forrest, Beatrice's
father, is mentioned, also Firfin, the man with
whom Beatrice was supposed to be in love
when she was forced to marry Dr. Stagg

CHAPTER VII—(Continued.)

“I am inclined to agree with you. The
shot must have been fired at Lee. But
by whom? Who had any reason to
shoot him? 1 think John Lee is the
man who must give us some informa-
tion on that subject."

The chief spoke shortly
point. John Lee started as If he
been accused of the attempt on
brother’'s life.

“I? Oh, I know nothing about it,”
he said, the purplish color showing a
little in his face. “Do you suspect me?"”

*“Certainly not. But the fact remains
that some one fired a revolver and hit
your brother. Dr. Stagg has been ex-
onerated by the parson. The question
is, was It the parson or the doctor who
was the intended victim?”

*It seems to me,” said John, study-
ing the mighty problem carefully, “that
the shot must have been fired at Stagg.
He may have made enemies as Firfin,
you know.”

“But I have not used the name of
Firfin,”" I retorted, angrily. “You in-
sist on that, and you are wrong."

and to the
had

“Well,” sald John, helplessly, “who
i{s Firfin, then? None of us ever saw
the man.”

“I'm sure I don't know.”

“We don't seem to be getting on,”
said the chief. “"Remember that time
is wvaluable just now. The constable
and I want to get at some kind of a
ciue in order to start our search.”

“There might be one man—supposing
he had come this way, which he did
not,” suggested my cousin.

“Forrest?"’

‘“Yes,”

John Lee and James Lee stared.

“Forrest! You don't mean Bob?”
eried John. “He is in Auburn prison.”

“Unfortunately, he is not,”” sald my
cousin. “He escaped.”

“Then the whole thing is plain!"” ex-|

plaimed John Lee, slapping his knee
with the palm of his right hand. “Why,
it is as clear as a June morning. Rob-
ert Forrest fired that shot.”

“But why at Stagg? He did not know
the doctor.”

John Lee looked at me and then at
the distriet attorney, as if comparing
our appearance.

“You don't lock much allke,” he sald.
“]l did think that Forrest, holding a
grudge against the attorney who con-
victed him, had fired at you under the
impression that it was James.”

“James Lee?”

“No, "James Stagg."™™

“jt was my horse outside,”
James, “but 1 tell you Forrest has been
traced the other way. He went West
from Auburn.”

“How was he traced?’ asked the chief
quickly.

“Why, he and the prison guard left
at the same time. A man wearing the
guard’'s clothes was traced as far as
Rome, and the clue came to an end.
Another, answering to the description

of Forrest, wearing a new suit of cloth- |

ing, has been traced almost as far west
as Chautaugua.”
The chief looked
ously. 5
*“Forrest could have had no reason to
shoot Dr. Stagg, and it is not likely
that he mistook the doctor for the law-
yer. My own impression is that if For-
rest fired the shot he fired at Lee.”
“But the parson was not even a wit-
ness at his trial,” put in my cousin.
“By Jove! I've got it! James Stagg
was not thought of. James Lee was the
man whose testimony sent Forrest to
prison, If Forrest fired that shot, he
fired at Stagg, thinking he was James
Iee, It was a natural mistake. It
was In the parson’s library.
might have come here for the purpose
of shooting James lLee. Creeping up to
the window he saw the parson engaged
in conversation with a young man. He
fired, thinking it was the parson's son.”
“Gentlemen,” 1 said, ““these theories

at the floor studi-

‘are all very pretty, but they won't work.

In the first place, I don't believe I was
the man shot at. In the second place,
I don’t believe Robert Forrest was the
man who fired the shot. 1 don't hold
with my cousin that he went West. 1
saw him in Pawmuc church, and know
that Beatrice went away with him
Now, if Robert Forrest escaped from

prison, came here to meet his daughter, |
and planned to go far away and begin |

life anew, he would not risk his chance
by committing a murder."”

“He 4id it once,” sald James Lee.

I am not so sure of that,
been for your father's words 1 wowld
undoubtedly have been tried and per-
haps convicted on circumstantial evi.
dence. But we are not just now con-
cerned with that. The thing is, that if
Forrest did not fire the shot, some ene-
my of your father must have done it.”

“Or yours,” put In my cousin.

“We are overlovking certain facts,”
fpterposed the chief.
doetor,  if anything was sald In
church that would show you to be con-
nected with the distriot attorney?”

“Yes; Beatrice called to her father and
sai? 1 was James Stagg's cousin.”

“S8o. And you were married to Bea-
trice against your will and hers. Might
it nct have been a mad scheme of his

to rid his daughter of a husband she did |

not lke?”

“l tell you Forrest was not in this
part of the country,” said James posi-
tively. “My own opinion is that Beatrice
went away with this Firfin, whoever he
1"

“That's a plausible theory, too,” sald
the chief, “and It lends itself to theor-
izsing better. If it was Firfin whom she
was to meet, and whom sho loved, it
might have been Firfin who eame here
to do the shooting. He might have
been actuated by a desire tc rid Bea-
trice of a husband, so that he
marry her himeeif,”

“"Preposterous!” 1 put in.
Beatrice that 1 would
riage annulled at onee.”’

“But you didn't.”

“Firfln would not have time to know
hat.”

could

“I promised
have the mar-

t
“Hold on!" sald John Lee. There arei

his |

g0 many conflicting theories they con-
fuse nfz_. Now let's put these¢ pleces to-
gether and see what the patchwork will
turn out. Suppose, Stagg, that you are
mistaken, and Forrest did cume this
way, and did take Beatrice away witu
Hn;. Now, that this Fir-
fin had also planned on meeting Bea-
| trice, or, if not that, admit that he was

suppose, too,

madly in love with her. She and the
doctor were married in the church. Tt
is known in every village near here

that she was married to Dr. Stagg, but
under the name of Thomas Firfin, as
we gave it out. We all believe,
everybody thinks,

and

that sne accompanted
her husband. .
l “Now, we have to deal with a dis-
{appointed lover, this man Firfln, who

| hears that he is married to Beatrice,
«anG knows that he is not. Naturaily,
| he is filled with rage. He lurks about
| the place. He may be inclined to shoot
fm)‘ brother, or he may be laving for
i tha doetyr. He sees Stagg come here,
| 'nd recognizes him from the bay horsa,
j which almost everybody knows as Da-
l‘lung;ng 10 James Stagg. He fires in
| revenge. My brother is the victim.”

| “That i1s a good theory,"” observed the

constable. “Then, knowing where tha
aoctor left the bay, *he takes him te
make his escape.”

‘Have it your own way,” sald my
cousin. I am sure that Forrest was
not the man whko took the girl awuy

she undoubtedly went with this Fir-
fin.”

“Well, we must go,” sald the chief.
“We must follow the bay. Whoever

the assassin was, it is certain he rode
away on Stagg's horse.”

He shook hands with me again, and
went out, following by the village con-
stable.

“We must not ‘remain idle,” said my
cousin,. “We have work to do as well
as the police. I think the first thing
we should do is to try to learn some-
thing about this Firfin. Who knows
him? Wnere was he stopping?”

“None of us knew the man,” sald
James Lee, “From what I hear, he was
stopping at the New Hartford Hotel.”

“Had you ever seen him with your
cousin 7"’

“No! Or I'd—,

began James Lee,

satd |

The man |

Had it not |

“"Let me ask you, |
the |

Then he paused.
| “Well, the whole

thing is the deepest
mystery 1've ever tackled,” said my
cousin, “and I am going to get to the
bottom of it. Suppose we go down to
the hotel and see what we can dig out
about Firfin.”

My cousin, James Lee, and I started.
John Lee remained with the parson:y

The New Hartford Hotel was a wood-
!en bullding standing on Genesee Street,
| opposite the row of stores that enjoyed
{the high soufiding title of Exchange
Place. The usual wooden drinking trough

|

there to give the bay some water.

We found the proprietor of the hotel
a genlal Iindividual, and he was ap-
parently smitten with a sort of paraly-
sils when he learmed that his usual
peaceful resort was to be mixed up In
a murder mystery.

He knew my cousin by sight, and
knew James Lee very well. I was in-
troduced, this being merely a perfunc-
tory act of courtesy.

“We do not wish any publicity at
present,” said James. “We are Investi-
‘gating the mctter quietly.’”. . .

I smiled as I thought of the quiet
|and secret act of racing me, bound with
*‘curds_ along the principyl street of cen-
jtral New York in Lee's wagon.

i “You may  rest assured I will help
| you in any way I can,” said the pro-
| prietor of the hotel.

| “Have you had a guest by the name
| of Thomas Firfin?"
“Why—yes,” sald
{ his eyes in jurprise.
| peet him!”

the host, opening
*“You don't sus-

| “Possibly,” sald James. ‘“‘Now, what
{about this Firfin? Who is he? How
| long had he been in your hotel?’
“Why—let me see—this is a great sur-
prise to me, gentlemen.
Icame here about a month ago.
| been here once before.
day or two.”
| “Why did he come here?
|ness had he? How did he
|time? How is it that no one seems to
| know this man, when as a rule in a
| village like this everybody knows what
|is going on?"
| “Why—why—Firfin—that is—Firfin did
not wish to be known.”
1 “Just so. But why? What reason did
the give?”

He had
But only for a

What busi-

| "“Why—why—he was a secret service
| man,
|ed filicit distillery somewhere between
here¢ and Paris HilL”
“Huh! An {llicit still, eh?
told you he was a detective.’
“Secret service man, he calied it.”
“Ever see his badge?’
“He had a badge. I never looked at
it closely.”
“What manner of looking man
ihe'.’ Wore a beard?”
| *“Sometimes,” sald the hotel man, cau-

Then he

was

tiously.

“Sometimes! Then he used a dis-|
guise!"”
| “Yes, to outwit moonshiners,”

“Ever hear of any moonshiners
| around here?”’
| “Never. Firfin said it was a great
| scheme. Had the still In a cave some-
where.”

“There isn’t a cave big enough to hide
a quart bottle of whisky anywhere be-
| tween here and Paris Hill,”" said James
| Lee.
|

“One could be made in any of the|
{glens,” I remarked. “I've discovered
| some spiendid sites of that sort. There
|18 that ravine you call Crystal Glen.
| Then Sylvan Glen, Oh, a cave is easily

managed.”
| “"What kind of a beard did he wees?"’
asked my cousin, ignoring my interpo-

| lation,
| ‘An ordinary brownish beard.”

“What kind of a looking man was he
without the beard?”

“Had a perfectly smooth face.
| blue eyes. There
mark under ear. He shaved fre-
| quently, so that he could have had a
| natural beard if he wished.”

James Lee started. The action did
| not escape my cousin's keen eye,
| “Do you recognire this description?"”
| he asked abruptly of J.ee.
| *“No. I certainly never saw such a
{ man."”

“My cousin half closed his eyes and
| futively studied the face of James
| Lee.

! “Sure?” he asked.
| “Positive. If I had, I would not hide
|the fact. I am as eager to get at the
truth as you are.”

“I should hope 80,” sald my cousin,
| “Has this secret service manp ever
| spoken of a discovery?' 1 asked the
| hotelkeeper.
| “No; he seemed to work hard, though.
| He sald once that he wished to go slow
and make a big haul. There was a for-
tune in it for him.”

Light

one

was in front, and I had often stopped |

Thomas Firfin '

spend his |

He was on the 1a¥ for a suspeet- |

was a peculiar white |

I thought that  James Lee started
again. ] began to suspect this young
man more than ever. That he was con-
cealing something 1 was positive.

“He is gone now, of course,” said my
cousin,

“Yes; he had his trunk and satchels
forwarded day before yesterday.”

*““To what place?”’

“Yanderbilt Hotel, Syracuse.”

I was sure that James Lee started
again.

“Well, keep mum until you hear from
me,” sald James. ““Now we will com-.
municate with the Vanderbiit Hotel.”

We hurried to the telegraph office.
James wrote a dispatch. It was for-

warded. We lighted cigars and loafed
around a while,
“It won't take long to met an an

swer,” sald James,

It did not take long. The machines
began to sing. The operator gravely
handed out the renly.

“Just as I expected,” said James
“The luggage marked Thomas Firfin
remains unclaimed at the Vanderbilt
Hotel.”

By this time all New Hartford knew
what wus taking place. Men, women,
and children thronged the streets.

James was a big man. He represeni-
ed more to the imagination even thaa
the chief of police. The chief had au-
thority only in the city. He depended
upon the co-operation of constables in
the townships,

Incidentally, I have thought about
this. There should be a county detec-
tive whose authority extended from
one end of the county to the other. He
should be a man trained in eriminal
ways. These county constables have a
big case only once in a lifetime, and
when they do have one they néver know
how to go to work on it. Yet, so jeal-
ous are they of their own authority
that they resent advice from city po-
lica

As we were leaving the telegraph of-
fice, we heard a shout from some people
who were lounging near thre hotel 'we
had just left. It was a good thing for
the hotel. The bar did well that day.

We looked up the road. The chief
was coming in a wagon, and trotting
complacently behind was James’ bay.

“Found him In Bendon's farm, near
Clinton,” sald the chief. “Man with
brown beard walked into Clinton and
took train for the South without buying

a ticket. That's ocur man. I've tele-
graphed to every station on the line.”
“What did you telegraph?’ asked

James, lowering his voice so that the
bystanders could not hear.

“Te arrest man with brown
leavinz train”

“You won't get him. Our man wears
a brown beard, but it is false. When he
leaves the train he will go with a smooth
face.”

The chlef stared, and James related
what had been discovered.

The chief then stepped into the tele-
graph office and began sending mes-
sages. Of course, by that time it was
probably too late. The fugitive from
Justice would not be likely to remain
on the train long. "

Conslderably excited, James, the chief,
and I returned to Utica. James Lee
went back to his home at Pawmue.

“What do you think of James Lee?"
I asked. ¥ - 3

James S¥adled a moment. 3 v

“I'd llke to know the truth about one

beard

thing,”” he sald, without giving me aa
rrswer. “I'd like to know how many
men are really in love with Beatrice |

WForrest.”’
But little more was sald, James being

busy with his thoughts, as th: chief
was busy with his. I cannot truthfuliy |
ray I had any thoughts that were

valuable. T had been in such a com-
plete muddle for a night and a day that
I could not think out a theory to save
my life.
| All I saw was the brautiful, frigh:-
| ened face of Beatrice, and I knew.that
| she needed a friend.
The following day was a busy one
|for the detectives. They had Robert
| Forrest to find, and also the man who |
{shot Parson Lee. But the day passed |
{ara no arrest was made. ;
‘ I slept heavily that night, through
| sheer weariness of body and mind.
| There was little use doing anything to
|find Beatrice. When they found her
father, she would be found alse. Then
my turn would come

Another night passed, and James re-
{fumed his interrupted duties, but main-
{ tamed his interest in the Lee case. It
| was in the afternoon that I was sitting
fu the library, and he entered.

I saw at once that something had
happened. He had a look that was al-
imost one of terror. He plucked a tele-
| gram from his pocket and threw it at
{ me, and sank Into a chalr.
| “Who is it from?"' I asked,
| blingly, as I reached for it.

E “From Detective Golden to the chlef.
| Golden followed the clue of the man |
!wllh a beard.”

1 opened the dispatch and read:
Chief Police, Utica: !
} Followed the clue south to Richfield!
{ Springs. Man left train without beard. |
| Followed. Buspected man continued on |
toward Syracuse, I arrived Syracuse this |
mor

i

trem-

}
|
|

| g. Had help of entire police force |

| this city. This afternoon man answering

| description found dead in Raines Law
Hotel on North Salina Street. Had

| s

| brown beard in possession. Had letters

| addressed to Thomas Firfin, and wore

badge of Press Club. He has been iden-
tified as Ellis Enland of Syracuse, wit-
ness In Forrest case. Killed with club,
leaving no mark, same manner as Jake
Brand. Wire instructions.

GOLDEN.

paper fall to tke floor and
| sat staring at James. The thrall of hor-
ror was upon me. What new devilment
had come jnto the case?

“Now this,” sald James, handing me
another dispatch.

“Chief Police, Utica,” read this instru-
ment of torture. “Latter search dis-
{ covers that Ellis Enland had lady's rid-
ing habit in bundle and also letter mak-
ing appointment with Beatrice Forrest
at the church to go away together. Wire
instruction. Golden.’

It was too much. A mist swam before
my eyes. I felt myself going.

“Take a drink of sherry,” I heard the
voice of James saying, as if it was far
away.

I did rot
drink or not.

My brain had been numbed and frozen
by the new discovery,

| I let the

know whether I took the

CHAPTER VIIIL.

A Staggering Blow,

It was the volce of James that calied
me to myself. 1 must have taken the
sherry, and perhaps more glasses than
one,

The empty tumbler stocd on the table
near my elbow. But it had Aone me
little good. 1T felt sick and weak.

James, on the other hand, had pulled

A

himself together and was perfectly cool.

“You see,” he was saying, “you've
got to brace up and face the truth.
This idol you have built up in your

imagination proves after all to be clay.
The girl did go with Firfin, who turns
out to be Ellis Enland. I cannot under-
stand it myself. She must have been
1ost to all sense of decency to elope with
a witness against her father.”

“It's a He!" 1 sald, vehemently. *“I
tell you no! Beatrice is too pure and
noble a girl to do that.”

The smile of pity that came on my
cousin's face angered me,

“You are beside yourself,” he said.
“You are not able to think. What do
you know about her nobility or purity?
You saw her only (nce, and then she
was but half conscious. The circum-
stances were not conducive to calm
judgment. You must drop fancy now
and take up fact.” 3

“I will not belleve it. I will not be-
lleve that a girl who loved her father
would elope with a man whose testi-
mony had sent him to prison.”

“Oh, well, there is no use arguing
with you. How, then, dc you account
for the fact that Enland had her riding
habit, and also the letter which you,
according to your own statement, gave
her in the church?

I shook my head helplessly. 1 could
not account for it. Yet I clung to my
belief in the purity of Beatrice.

“You see, we are arguing in the dark
still,”” said James. We must go right
up to Syracuse and attend the inquest.
That may shed some light on the mys-
tery.”

*“The telegrams sald nothing about a
revolver,” I interposed. ‘“Was one found
on Enland?”

‘Probably not, or Goiden would have
mentioned it. But that is nothing. He
might have thrown it away.”

“But who do you think Filled this
man®’ I asked.
“Why, Bob Forrest, of course. En-

land was killed 1n the same manner as
Jake Brand. Forrest seems to have a
penchant for that kind of kiiling. What
sort of club be uses ! cannot imagine **

“But for heaven's sake why should
Forrest kill Enland.”

“He had two reasons. One was re-
venge for testifying against him at the
trial. ‘The other was running away
with his daurhter.”

“Then,” 1 =sald eagerly, ‘‘Beatrice
must at least be with her father now."”

“1 should judge so. But come! We
have no time to waste. The chief is go-
ing to the inquest. The train starts in
half an hour.”

I dragged myself to my feet and
dressed for the short trip to Syracuse.
If my brain had been in a whirl before,
it was a perfect tornado of doubts and
fears now.

I feared everything, doubted every-
thing, believed nothing, and yet had a
thousand assailing suspicions. Under
the guldance of James I managed to
get into the carriage.

We met the chief at the station. It
was a little more than an hour's ride
to Syracuse. We were met at that sta-
tion by Gorden and a Syracuse Jdetective,

We were at once conducted tg the ho-
tel on North Salina Street, where the
body of Enland still lay undisturbed.
The coroner had chosen to hold the in-
quest on the spot.

#d trembled as T entered.-The hotel

was jusily described in Golden's tele-
gram. It was one of those products of
the new license law, which had turned
bad gin mil's into worse hotels. In a
room on the second floor lay Ellis En-
land.

He was not a bad looking man. He
was about the same age as James Lee
or myself. The white scar under his
ear proved at once that he was the
man who, in the guise of a secret ser-
vice agent, had lived at the New Hart-
ford Hotel.

The coroner'# inquest was a perfunec-
tory and unsatisfactory affair. The first
witness examined was the proprietor of
the place.

His testimony was
Thomas Firfin, according to him,
come to his hotel the day before and
hired 2 room. He had stated that he
might want it for a week or two. He
had sald that he expected in a day or
80 to bring his wife there. He came
and went as he w.shed, attracting no
notice,

‘““Have you seen or have you known
anyone who saw a woman with this
man?"* asked the coroner,

“No. He went out early this morning,
and was in and out several times after
that.”

“Di1 he have anyone with him at any
time?"’

“None that I saw. 1 do not know,
in faet, if 1 saw him every time he
came here. The entrance to the rooms
upstairs s through the hallway. No
one is subject to supervision who en-
ters there.”

“Then, an assassin could creep up-

meager enough.

{stairs and attack a man in his room,

and leave again without being seen?”

“He might do that, of course. If a
noise was bheard it would lead to an
investigation.'

“But in this case there was no noise,
therefore no investigation.”

“No one in the hotel heard any noise,

[ One of the room men found the body

and reported to me.”

“What is a room man?”

“A man in the place of a chamber-
maid. I empioy no women here.”

“But you accept women for guests.”

“Yes, if they appear respectable.”

“How many rooms have you occupied
now?”’

“Ten.'

Then there was a lot of time wasted
in getting at the identity and records
of the several guests. None of thege
pointed to a clue. B

Other witnesses were examined—the
bartender, the room man who found the
body, and the doctor who was called
in first,

It developed at the inquest that En-
land had formerly lived with his pa-
rents, but had been turned adrift be-
cause he kept bad company,
being sraall, he lived wherever he could.

That was about all we discovered
The riding-habit was done up in a bun-
dle and tied with a cord. I looked at
the letter, and identified it as the one
I had given Beatrice after John Lee
had thrown it inside the church.

The coroner’'s jury returned a verdict
that Ellls Enland came to his death
at the hands of some person unknown.

I falled even to see how they got that
much out of it. A slight red mark on
the temple was all to show that he had
been struck.

But the twelve good men and true
were 211 satisfied with themselves, and
so0 was the coroner. We had to be. We
returned to Utica on a later train, car-
{'yltng with us the riding-h&abit and the
ettoer,

“Mow what?’ I asked, as I sank into
my seat in the Wagner coach,

.{b.nes was looking steadily out of the
wiudow. The chief replied;

had |

His means |

By

“I suppose you mean to ask what we
are going to do next,"” he said. “It is
a hard question to answer., It seems
clear that our end of the case is fin-
ished. Enland was undpubtedly the man
whe shot Lee, Intending to shoot you
and rid Beatrice of the incumbrance
of a husband. He was the man we
wanted for a crime committed in our
territory.

‘“The murder of Enland took place
in Syracuse, and is the business ¢ the
police of that city. However, we shall
give them what assistance we can. You
see, our chase for Lee's assailant is
ended. We've found Nm, and as he is
dead, there is nothing more to be done.”

“‘You are a little ahead there, chief,”
said James. “‘Forrest must be found.
He is wanted for two murders now.”

“Yes, it is certain that the man who

killed Brand killed Enland,” said the
chief,
“SBuppose,” 1 suggested, ‘‘we argue

from the other end. The man who
killed Enland was the man who killed
Brand.”

“What in thunder is the difference?”
asked James, staring.

‘“None, perhaps, only in inference.
You assume that Forrest committed
both crimes. I hold that you have no
proof that he did either."”

James shrugged his shoulders.

“I suppose you wiil be saying next
that Beatrice did not go with Enland.”

“I say this: I shall not condemn her
until 1 know. This is some more of
your circumstantial evidence. You'd
hang your grandmother on circumstan-
tial evidence. I would not. 1 still be-
lieve that Beatrice accompanied her
father.”

Both my
heads,

“Where did Enland get the letter and
riding-habit ?"' :

“By the way, it's a most interesting
speculation where Beatrice is now, and
what she is wearing,” said James.

I shuddered. The same thing had oc-
curred to me,

“It is possibie,” said the chief, “that
Forrest, in his rage at finding them to-
gether, killed both.’

We were all silent after that until
the train began rumbling into the sta-
tion at Utica.

“But 1 have'not found our what you
are going to do next,” 1 said.

“Walit,” said the chief. ‘““The officers
are out after Forrest, and we cannot
burry that matter. The Lee case is
closed. The would-be assassin is dead.
There is nothing to do.”

“But 1 want to find Beatrice.”

“That's a different matter. If you
wish to make a charge against her, I
will send out an alarm. Or, if you
wish, as her husband, to charge some-
one with spiriting her away, I will
send out an alarm."”

“Oh, damn your alarms,” I said tes-
tily. “You have been sending out
alarms enough to make the wires hot.
And what have they amounted to? A
servant In a Raines law hotel found
the man you wanted. All the officers
In the State are after Forres and his
friendly guard, and what have they ac-
complished? I'll do the rest of my busi-
ness myself."”

The chief shrugged his shouiders, but
looked relieved. James frowned.
~"Then, you wHll not give this to us?
You will not allow me to have tle mar-
riage annulled?”

“When I learn from the hps of Bea-
trice that she loved Enland and went
away with him, you shall annul the
marriage. At present I adhere to my
resolution to give my young wife what-
ever support ehe may be in need of.’”

We left the train. In the station yard
we stopped a moment.

“There is still one thing that puzzled
me,”’ sald James. “Enland was a frienéd
of James Lee. Why, if he loved Lee's
cousin, should he come here in disguise
and work with the tactics of a thief to
win her?”

A sudden light broke over me.

“I heard James Lee say in the church
{that he loved Beatrice,” I suggested
“Perhaps there was bad blood between
James Lee and Beatrice.”

“Between James Lee and Enland, you
mean.”’

“Perhaps both. Might it not be pos-
sibie that Enland fired thinking o kill
James Lee for some former injury.”

“That opens the whole case again,
and it is closed by Enland’s death,"” said
James.

“I don’t think it is closed. I think
the murder c¢f Enland is merely the
ending of a thrilling chapter. Where
was James Lee all day?”

“Out hunting for the would-be assas-
sin of his father.”

“Just so. And, having found him in

companions shook their

Enland, he killed him.”
“Nonsense. I .might ,think that, ir
Forrest had not killed Brand in the

same way."”

mony as to that.”

The chief began to whistle.

“I will look up Lee,” he said.

We separated, and that night James
slept like a wooden-headed idiot, while
I walked the floor most of the night.

Early in the morning I had my break-
fast with James. We were not particu-
larly sociable.

“What Is your program today?”
asked.

“Oh,” I sald, ‘“‘the same old thing.
I'd like to have the bay.”

“Why, heis yours. But for Heaven's
sake, don’t get married again. I am
gray now over your escapade.”

I was glad to get ride of James. I
had the bay saddled and started out.

I rode first to Parson lLee's and founad
that he was not doing well. He
still in a stupor and the nurse
! Fulford had sent up believed
{ that he would die without fur-
| ther consclousness. James Lee was af
| home, and I could not see anything in
his manner to arouse suspicion.

He asked me about Enland, and )
gave him the history of the inquest.

he

was

“The scoundrel!” he said, bitterly.
“He has got Beatrice hidden away
somewhere."’

As 1 10de on farther 1 thought thls
remark strange, but in just what light
| it was strange I could not say. It wasg
a natural remark to be made by a man
who belleved Enland had taken Beatrice
away.

I next visited the old ruins of Paw-
muec Mills. T don't know just what
called me there. I know simply that 1
was like a blind man groping for 2
guide.

I left the bay and prowled among the
fallen walls of the mill, but found noth.
ing. I next went into a small shanty

that had formerly been the home of &
mill operative. The door was pushed
in.

I wandered from room to irocja—
there were not many of them—and in
one I found some clothing. It was a
woman's complete outfit,

!

“And you had only James Lce's testi- |

SEWARD W. HOPKINS

I held up the gown. It was a cheap
affair, and not at all such as Beatrice
or any other woman of taste would
wear. But that it was connected In
some way with the flight of Beatrice 1
did not doubt.

I picked up the whole lot and rode
back to Lee's with it. This time 1
went to the big house, where I saw
John Lee sauntering on the veranda. He
looked up in surprise when he saw
me,

“Whose truck is that?' I asked,
dumping the clothing on the veranda.

“Good God! Where did you get
these?’ he exclaimed.

“In one of the cld houses at the mih.
Do you recognize them?”

“Why, yes,” he said. “They belong
to Norah, the colored maid of my nlece,
She was missing the same night Bea-
trice went awav.”

I began to get excited.

““Where did this Norah belong? In
Utica?”
“No.
cuse."”

I had another chill,

Thanking Lee, I went back to the
miil. I rummaged around considerabily,
but found nothing more.

The ground around the mills was a
sandy loam easily impressed with a
footprint where the grass was not too
thick. 1 searched about for the foot-
prints of the colored woman, for I knew
that she, at least, had been there.

At last, near the almost dried up
stream, I found the print of a heel. It
was that of a man’s boot.

Eagerly I looked further, I found
where some one had jumped across the
soft, wet bed of the tiny rivulet. I ex-
amined the marks.

It appeared to me that there were
more prints than one man would make.
Yet there was nothing like the print of
a small shoe such as Beatrice would
wear. Evidently more men than one
had been there. Not one of them might
be connected with the flight.

But I persevered. I mounted the bay
and rode a short distance, when I dis-
mounted and found several other foot-
prints.

In this way I went on till I reached
a small hamiet of three or four farm
houses grouped more closely together
than was the rule. I belleve the local
name was Graffenburg, or something like
that,

I inquired at each house for informa-
tion. Not one of the farmers had even
heard of the tragedy at Lee's. But
they knew Beatrice Fcrrest had been
married and rin away.

I asked in vain, till at last I struck
a4 hired man who was somewhat given
to visiting a hired girl on a farm some
distance away. He listened patiently
while I told him who and what I was
after.

“I ain’'t seen no women, black or
white,” he said, “but a coupie or three
nights ago I remember I was daown to
ses my—a friend. I rode cld Kate, the
black mare yonder. I came joggin’ home
'bout 1 o'clock an’ passed three men. I
remember naow that one was a little
feller—only a boy. An’ one was a nig-
ger. Yep, an’ the other one had a
beard.”

I was quivering with excitement. With-
out doubt ' the beoy was Beatrice, the
negro, Norah. But was the man with a
beard Bob Forrest or Ellis Enland? En-
land was killed in Syracuse. Norah lived
there.

» Would I ever see light?

I ascertained the direction the trio
had gone, and proceeded. I put the bay
to his limit that day.

I went through village after vil'age.
I found men, and women, too, who had
seen three tramps, one young and one
black.

I traced them, as Golden had Ellis En-
land, to Richfield Springs, and theres my
clue ended.

I resolved to return to Utica, and
leave the bay, coming on the following
day to Richfield Springs by train and
taking up the search there without any-
thing to hamper my movements, I
would go, and go, and go, till I found—
something. -

So 1 fed the bay and had supper my-
self at a hotel, and started homeward.
It was almost morning when I arrived.
The bay, powerful and enduring as he
was, was stiffened with his long jour-
ney, and I wae as bad.

One of the grooms was walting up,
and for his loss of sleep I slipped a five-
dollar bill in his hand.

“Any luck, sir?” he asked.

“Some,” I answered.

I went into the house. James and the
servants were, of course, in bed. I knew
that James always had sherry in the
library, and I went in there to get a
glass.

On the table lay an evening paper of
Utica, spread open, with the scare head
title of an article staring up at me.

On the paper I saw a telegram. I shud-
dered. The sight of one 0f thesc devilish
little papers now gave me the horrors.
I picked up the paper:

“The escaped murderer recaptured!
Bob Forrest arrested near Syracuse!
Living alone in empty barn!"

I dropped the newspaper, and, half
dazed, with trembling fingers took up
the telegram.

The bluish gray envelope held two in-
stead of one., The first was simple
enough, It ran:

“James Stagg, Utica, New York:

“Forrest retaken near Syracuse.
Brought back to prison,

“CARTER.”

I did not know who Carter was. Prob-
ably some prison official or police officer
of Syracuse. The other telegram was
evidentiy In reply to one James had
sent:

“James Stagg, Utica, New York:

“No. Forrest was alore. No trace of

girl. Forrest will not talk.
“CARTER.”

With a mightly groan I staggered to
the cabinet and took a drink of brandy
instead oi sherry.

If Beatrice was not with Forrest, and
had not been with Enland, where in the
name of a merciful God was she?

I stas,gered up to bed, half determined
to drop ¥ all. But there came up before
me a beautiful, innocent face, stained
with tears, and a shrinking little form
trembling with terror.

“No,” I said viciously, throwing off
my clothing, “I will not give up. Bea-
trice is somewhere, and now, if her
father is not with her, more than ever
does she need a strong arm to protect
her. I'l g0 to Auburn tomorrow and
see Forrest.”

I tumbled into bed and slept llke a
drunken man for hours.

CHAPTER IX.

I believe her home was i Syra-

The Interview at Auburn.

I found Jan.es lounging around the
library when I went down, He greeted
me with a superior smile of triumph,
which I professed not to notice,

’
“] saw your papers and telegrams,” I

“Yes? You look worn out, oid boy.
You must stop this nonsense. What do
you think of the afYalr now?”

“I scarcely know what to think untfi
1 see Forrest.”

James moved uneasily.

“You are not contemplating tiat,
surely? What good will it do?”
“It may do considerable. In the first

place, it may lead to finding Beatrice.
It will at least set my mind at rest. If
Forrest says she did not leave Pawmue
Church .with him, I will know she left
in Eniand's company.”

“And thea, of course, you will drop
4he search.”

“Not necessarfly drop the search. I
will, of course, lose my falth in thas
girl. Bat Enland iz dead, and I gall
then think it my duty to find Beatrice,
and place her where her youth will not
prove a snare. Then I shall have the
marriage annulled, always, however,
looking out for her welfare.”

“I wish you would not see Forrest.”

1 am sorry to appear obstinate. You
do not look at the subject in the same
light that I do. I see a duty that
has been imposed upon me without
seeking. Morecver, 1 wish to have a
talk with Forrest about his own affairs,
I am not certain that he killed Enland,
while you law sharps are convinee: I
suppose, that he committed this « e~
ond crime. You convicted him on s
evidence before. 1 suppose now it will
need very little evidence of any kind. "

James laughed and shrugged his
shoulders. - -

“It is not a question of evidence this

time,” he said. “The man_ has con-
fessed.” y
“Eh!" 1 stammered. “Forrest con-

fessed that he killed Ellis Enland?”

“Yes. The chief received that infrv-
mation early this morning and teé'>
phoned me at once. Of course, it is
none of my business. It is a Syracuse
affair’”

I was stunned by this information,
and c¢wld scarcely credit it. Yet [
knew that James, hard ard prefu-
diced as he could be, was truthful.

“If it is not your affair, it is still
mine,” I said. *I shall nct take up
the cudgels to defend Forrest if he has
really killed a man. But what wwa
the circumstances? Was it a deliberz.te
murder for the sake of the revenge? Or
was it self-defense? You know ym
wanted me to plead self-defense to save
myself in Parson Lee’'s case.”

*“Oh, that!” said James, in disgust.
“No; this is bona fide murder. At
least, I assume so. I do not know what
excuse Forrest gave. I don't know that
I care. I have enough to do in this
county without mixing up in Syracuse
ers.””

“Well, I am going to Auburn.”
James knew that ment would
got dlssaudedme, mlt ol
reakfast and pre o de

{ was In a con&uon of great excite-
ment all the way to Auburn. I had tak-
en the precaution to t a letter from

James, which he readily gave me, in
order to gain admittance to the
I had aiso placed my e -
cate in my pocket as a key to open
Forresat's mouth.

Arriving at the prison, I presented

letter to the warden.
thwe hene eicobnd read it he thawed from
his usuval cool bearing toward strang-

ers... s ety

“I think a great deal of Mr: o/
he said, ‘“‘and am pleased to m:
cousin. He hints at some romantic ia-

terest you take in the Forrest cass
You wish, I believe, to interview thu

-

man." _

““That i3 my wish, sir,” T replied. :
am his :on-!n-law.‘:’ .

The warden star at me.

“] thought he had only one daugh-
ter—that pretlt‘y glgl thath;nl:eg to come
once a menth and see 5 ?

“l know only one I said. ‘Ska
is now my wife."”

“What does she—pardon me, I learn.
ed to like the girl well—what d’oes Bea-
trice, youxI- wife, say about th,. Broken
hearted, suppose.” o %

“T'd like to know myself,” I said. *]
have not seen her since she went aws?
with her father.”

The warden scratched his ear and
looked puzzled. In a few words I ex-

lained the situation. He shook his

ead and motioned for me to follow
him.

“This is a bit irregular,” he said; “bul
not outside of my authority. Forrest if
now in solitary confinement. I will takt

ou to his old cell and send him to you."
y"lt is the rule, I belleve, for a kee_)?et
to be present at such an interview, .)
said. ‘It would li)lea..ile me if the ol
ficia] present could be yourself.

He bowed. “I thank you,” he said sim

ply.

He conducted me through uesomt
corrjdors, keepers unlocking doors be
fore us and locking them agzin whez
we had passed through.

““Phis is the cell,’ "he said.

It was well lighted and well aired. I
had read a good deal about this prison
about its splendid management, its dis
cipline, its methods of employing th-
time of the inmates. I sat thinkir;
while the warden was gone. He return
ed accompanied by a prisoner.

1 knew the man was Forrest as soox
as I se: eyes on him. Notwithstanding
that he was now duli and apathetie, ané
had, instead of the false ard I bad
seen before, a smooth shaven and pal
lid face, and a general air of resignatiog
to the inevitable, he reminded me of Be
atrice.

He looked at me stolidly. The wan
den had some chairs brought, and sal
down near us.

“Mr. Forrest,” I said, “you remembe:
me, of course. I am the man you saw
at Pawimmuc Church the night you m
Beatrice.”

His face changed instantly. A look
as of spiritual or moral hunger, camd
upon It.

?‘oAre you that man?” he said eageriy
Then . his expression changed. “Yot
are Stagg's cousin,” he added.

“I am,” I said, “but I have come te
vou as a friend. As you know, 1 was
married at the pistol's peint to youl
daughter, never having enjoyed meeting
her before.”

“I xnow,"” he sald wearily. “The Lees
thought you were Enland.”

“Firfin,” I corrected,
“It's_all the same.

n.
l, “So it proves. Now, Mr. Forrest, at
I said, I came here as a friend to you
and to Beatrice. I want to help you
and find her. I have not had the mar-
riage annulled. Time enough for thaf
when I am sure she does not need my
protection.”

“She needs protection,” he sald, pass-
ing his hand over his brown hair ner-
vously., “Poor Beatrice!"

“I also wish to get at the truth of
this whole matter. I want to hea:
what you have to say about Enland, -

“What is there to say?’ he asked

Enland was Fin

wearily. “I killed him. It is done, and
I am here. What is there to say?
“A good deal, I think. I want you

to tell me the whole story of your es-
cape, your adventures since that nighi
at Pawmuc, and where DBeatrice it
now."

He hesitated and looked suspiciousl;
at the warden.

“Forrest,” sald the latter, “if m{‘l&
vice is worth anything to you, ta it
Speak freely to this gentleman, He is
so far as I know, the only friend yox
have In the world who can heip yoa

You have already confessed that you
killed Enlapd. Yet you are entitled tg
some représentation. Tell the doctot

all you can. He will see that you ere
protected as well as possible.”
“Yes—as well as possible—not at all”
replied Forrest. “It is all up with ne
I sup; I shall be tried on this new
charge and sent to the electric chatr.”

(To Be Continued Next Sunday.)
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